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that there were several things wrong with his family; the
home was rarely a pleasant one in which to live, dominated
as it was by Flora's confusion of mind, her scenes and heart
attacks and demands. Flora was not cruel to Jack, he loved
her as any normal child will love its mother; she simply
had no tenderness to bestow upon the boy, who turned to
Eliza for affection. However, Flora arranged to board a
middle-aged Civil War veteran by the name of Shepard,
who had been widowed with three children. To her task
of cooking and keeping house and mothering Jack, sixteen-
year-old Eliza now had the added responsibility of mothering
Shepard's three children, the oldest of whom was thirteen.

By the end of the first year John London had once again
established himself in Oakland as a producer of fine vege-
tables, and there was always a market for his crop. The
prospects for the future were so bright that the family
bought Jack his first store-bought undershirt, which fairly
transported the boy who had never known anything but
the coarse home-made shifts. Then Flora, again not satisfied
with their rate of progress, hatched a business scheme.
She took John across the Bay to San Francisco on numerous
trips, brought him into contact with the manager of one of
the large hotels, negotiated an agreement whereby John
was to start a chicken ranch and the hotel man was to buy
all his chickens and eggs.

John London, who knew nothing about chickens,
mortgaged his interest in the ranch to build enormous
coops and steam-heated brooder houses. For a short time the
San Francisco hotel man bought all his eggs and whatever
chickens he wanted to sell. Then three calamities hit him at
once: Eliza, who took care of the chickens, married Shepard
and left the ranch; an epidemic killed off a flock of the
hens; and the remainder refused to lay. London's money
being sunk in olive trees, orchards, and brooder houses,
when the interest on the mortgage fell due he was unable
to pay. The bank foreclosed. Once again the Londons
were out on the road, their belongings piled high in
potato wagon,